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1 wag- ^uflt-.gonn-a-pu* pictures 
q£ my cat and beer labels- as the-, 
-baek- ground layflut-and seme 
pictures ef me passed- out-*- bur- 
then i - fch©u«h*. that would -be- a- 
"Idea • •• 1' "think this 5 s better# 
but if you want to #et drunk 
® d look at pictures of /yy cat 
we can pass out together 

330-8 44-3585. i love food, my tall 

bike, kissing, being alone, making things, and 

eating. 

inspirational rsacUng matGriol . 

get it • 

doris /^23. tales of biargl #9. 
torn & frayedj^.rice harvester#13 

music- -that 'kickea-tny ees- 

- cheok xt'-otitv* bii-is—issue •' 

* notorious— b-*4»g. f “biz * , markte# 
iomprtaX-techniqua^ hiuden spots, 

r iUe ii r>WU ^!i amas kln3~pumpkins-y 
-f-uckboyzy dead Moon, johnny cash, 

, ol dirty bastard, lucero, 
exploading hearts 


"the reason why i cuss is my mommy and daddy grew 
up cursing, so please respect my style.” 

-old dirty bastard- 
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I’VE SPENT THE LAST 4 YEARS OR SO DRUNK EVERYDAY, 
DRUGS SOME OF THE DAYS, DEPRESSION FOR %. I’VE 
LEARNED A LOT OF SHIT AND AM STILL SEARCHING FOR 
ANSWERS TO OTHER QUESTIONS. ITS BEEN A HELL OF A 
RIDE AND NOW I’M READY FOR THIS ZINE SHIT ONCE 
AGAIN. A LOT OF YOU ARE GOING TO COMPLAIN THAT THIS 
ISSUE ISN’T AS BIG AS IT SHOULD BE BUT A LOT OF THAT 
WRITING I’VE DONE THESE LAST FEW YEARS IS FOR ME 
AND NOT YOU SORRY. SOME THINGS ARE BEST LEFT IN A 
NOTEBOOK OR SCRAPS OF PAPER, WHEN I DIE YOU CAN 
COLLECT ALL THAT AND PUT OUT ONE OF THOSE MISSING 
WRITING BOOKS SO EVERYONE OUT THERE CAN FIND OUT 
ALL MY SECRETS. JUST KIDDING, THAT WOULD BE THE 
MOST BORING PIECE OF CRAP EVER AND THAT’S WHY THIS 
ZINE IS SO SHORT. 


BE WARNED: THE PEOPLE AND PLACES AND EVENTS IN 
THESE FOLLOWING STORIES MAY OR MAY NOT BE TRUE, 
FOR DRAMAS SAKE, JUST ASSUME THAT IT’S ALL FICTION 
BUT PLEASE UNDERSTAN D THAT IT IS ALL VALIO-_ 

m 

I STILL GOT SOME OF THE ’LITTLE LIES’ AUDIO ZINE I PUT 
OUT A FEW YEARS AGO, STORIES AND SOME MUSIC FROM 
OHIO ZINE WRITERS AND FRIENDS. ONCE IT'feONE IT WILL 
PROBABLY BE GONE FOREVER. I ALSO GO^SOME OF THE 
COLLECTION ISSUES I PUT OUT. 21 THROUGH 25 IN ONE 
ZINE. IT’S BIG. I AM KIND OF RELUCTANT TO GIVE ANY 
MORE AWAY BUT I MOST LIKELY WILL GET YOU ONE IF YOU 
SEEM LIKE YOU REALLY WANT IT. BOTH ARE FREE OR 
SOME MONEY, THAT’S NOT REAL IMPORTANT I JUST WANT 
TO GET RID OF WHAT I HAVE LEFT. •» 
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staring up at the night sky through an opaque 
ceiling* sometimes, tne imagination can save 
lives, in this case it can save me rrom dep- 
ression. as the stars swirl and form an almost 
convincing path through life, ana the airplanes 
are like arrows that show the way with their 
blinking lights, through the clouds and dark- 
ness. but unlike imagination reality tells the 
bitter truth, just as i can’t really see through) 
walls, the stars, planes, and clouds are not 
any kind of path or guide««*line i can use to 
figure out what the fuck to do with myself. 


i feeL this is what you are looking for... out 
unfortunatly you will have to encript it through 
poetry and my mangled thoughts, becasuse in here 
you wilL find no bad words for you, there is non 
e, for the only bad words are in your head that 
you spread to others. 


things or my interest lately: the lonely plantet 
travel book series and michelin maps, watching 
kittens being born early in the morn 1 , bonnie 
prince’ billy, fight tne worm, biding from 
people, oh shit there is this movie called 
’bound for glory’ it’s about the struggles woody 
wenWn the early stages of his career, it’s^he 
really good. oh and this documentary about the 
people that live in the tunneis of new yourk, 
the movie is called * dark days’, but i think 
the book is way better and way more informations 
1. the book is called ’the mole people’, i can’t 
remember the author. l^TH' jyl 


COMMUNICATION 

ONE THINO I REALLY WISH I COULD CHANGE ABOUT 
MYSELF IS THE ABILITY TO TALK TO PEOPLE, TO BE 
ABLE TO COMMINUCATE THE THOUGHTS THAT ARE IN 
MY HEAD ALL THE TIME INTO REAL LIFE 
CONVERSATIONS. I'VE NEVER BEEN GOOD AT IT AND I 
CAN PIN POINT HOW I GOT THIS WAY. 

I MEAN WHEN MY PARENTS SPLIT UP THINGS GOT 
REAL BAD FOR ME FOR A LONG TIME, JUST LOTS OF 
SITUATIONS WHERE MY SOCIETY WAS PREYING ON ME, 
YOU COULD TELL I WAS WEAK AND VULNERABLE 
(BOTH PHYSICALLY AND MENTALLY) SO IT WAS EASY 
FOR MY PEERS AT SCHOOL AND HOME LIFE TO FUCK 
WITH ME. SO AS PROTECTION I BECAME VERY 
INTROVERTED AND STARTED KEEPING TO MYSELF AND 
FOR AWHILE THIS ONLY KEPT ME OUT OF TROUBLE 
FOR THE MOST PART. SO IT WASN’T THE BEST WAY TO 
FIX MY SITUATION, ONLY A COPING TOOL. IT WASN’T 
UNTIL I LEARNED TO MAKE ZINES THAT I COULD FIND A 
WAY TO COMMUNICATE WITH PEOPLE OUTSIDE OF MY 
LIFE AND LEARNED TO HAVE PEN PALS AND IT WAS 
SAFE TO TALK TO THEM. IT WAS EASIER TO TALK WITH 
PEOPLE THAT WAY BECAUSE THERE WASN’T THE 
STRESS OF IMMEDIATE CONVERSATION OR 
JUDGEMENT, EXACTLY THE THINGS I WAS HAVING A 
HARD TIME DEALING WITH. I HAD TIME TO THINK OF 
ALL MY FEELINGS AND TO PICK AND CHOOSE WHAT I 
SHARED. BUT THAT DIDN’T HELP ME WITH 
COMMUNICATING WITH PEOPLE NEAR ME, I DIDN’T 5. 
FEEL SAFE WHEN I DIDN’T HAVE THE PEN. 


SINCE THEN MUCH HASN’T CHANGED, ONLY WITH 
MY PHYSICAL OR ROMANTIC REALATIONSHIPS HAVE I 
LEARNED TO COMMUNICATE MORE WITH PEOPLE BUT 
EVEN THAT IS THE EXTREME OPPOSITE. WITH THE 
COMMUNICATION BEING EXTREMELY DEEP AND 
COMPLICATED AND MORE DEMANDED THAN ANY 
OTHER RELATIONSHIP, BUT STILL VERY MUCH SAFE. 

ITS WITH MY FRIENDS OR STANGERS THAT I HAVE A 
VERY HARD TIME COMMUNICATING WITH AND I STILL 
HAVE NO IDEA WHAT TO DO. 

WHEN I AM ALONE I AM REALLY GOOD AT LETTING 
MY MIND WANDER AND THE STORIES FLOW, THATS 
WHY ITS A LOT EASIER FOR ME TO WRITE A LETTER 
THAN TO TALK FACE TO FACE. ITS REALLY KIND OF 
SAD TO SAY BUT I’M NOT DISPLEASED WITH THE IDEA 
BUT DRINKING HAS HELPED A LOT FOR ME TO 
COMMUNICATE WHAT I FEEL INSIDE. BUT THE 
DOWNFALL IS THAT PEOPLE TAKE IT AS DRUNKEN 
RAMBLING OR INSINCERE, I MEAN IN A WAY IT IS BUT 
ITS ALL GOT TO COUNT FOR SOMETHING AT LEAST, 

AND ITS ANYTHING BUT INSINCERE. 

WHEN I SEE ALL MY FRIENDS HANGING OUT 
TOGETHER AND TALKING I FEEL IN A WAY LIKE I DID 
WHEN I WAS IN SCHOOL AND EVERYONE SEEMED VERY 
MUCH ADJUSTED OR AT LEAST ON THE RIGHT TRACK. I 
FEEL VERY ALONE AT THOSE TIMES BECAUSE I DON’T 
KNOW WHAT TO DO. 

AND I SEE MYSLEF THESE DAYS MAKING BACK UP 
PLANS FOR WHEN I FINALLY GIVE UP ON PEOPLE AND 
REVERT BACK INTO MY DAYS AS A KID AND NOT TALK 
TO ANYONE MOVE OUT IN THE COUNTRY IN A SHED 6. 




WITH NOTHING AROUND BUT THB TREES AND FIELDS IS 
WHAT I THINK OF AS SAFE, BUT EVEN THERE I KNOW I 
WOULD FEEL VERY ALONE. I ALREADY KNOW HOW 
GOOD I AM AT BEING ALONE. WHEN THINOS GOT SO 
BAD A FEW YEARS AGO I THOUGHT BEINO ALONE IS 
WHAT I NEEDED. SO LEFT EVERYTHING BEHIND AND 
TOOK MY BIKE TO EUROPE, I SPENT 2 MONTHS RIDING 
AROUND NOT TALKING TO ANYONE, THE ONLY TIME I 
DID WAS WHEN I TRIED TO USE WHAT OTHER 
LANGUAGES I KNEW AND THOSE WERE PRETTY GREAT 
BECAUSE FOR THB MOST PART SPEAKING WITH 
SOMEONE ELSE WHO DOESN'T SHARE THE SAME 
LANGUAGE YOU RELY ON BODY LANGUAGE OR ELSE 
YOU JUST END UP HANGING OUT AND NOT TALKING 
WHICH I AM REALLY GOOD AT. BUT AFTER AWHILE I 
COULDN’T FEEL CONNECTED TO ANYONE AND I GOT 

Really lonely, i longed for my family and 

FRIENDS WHO KNEW ME AND I DIDN’T ALWAYS HAVE 
TO COMMUNICATE. 

SO LATELY I’VE BEEN TRYING TO BE AROUND 
PEOPLE MORE, STILL VERY MUCH DRUNK, BUT ITS A 
STEP SO FAR. TRYING TO REMEMBER MY STORIES 
WHEN I’M AROUND PEOPLE JUST LIKE HOW ITS HARD 
TO REMEMBER ALL THE WORDS TO YOUR FAVORITE 
SONGS WHEN YOU NEED THEM WALKING THESE 
STREETS OR TAKING A LONG BIKE RIDE. I’M STILL 
LEARNING HOW TO BE ALONE AND SINO SONGS AND BE 
WITH OTHER PEOPLE THAT I CARE ABOUT AND TALK 
ABOUT THINGS. 


. thought IT WOULO « FUNMT TO MIDI DIRTY 
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A SHOW I MISSED 
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O.K. SO MY FRIEND MIKEAL MADE FUN OF ME FOR A 
POST I MADE ON A LOCAL MESSAGE BOARD ABOUT A 
SHOW REVIEW I DID THAT I DID NOT ATTEND. HE SAID I 
WAS A POSER FOR NOT PUTTING IT OUT IN A ZINE. 
GRANTED HE WAS RIGHT BUT BECAUSE THE INTERNET 
IS SO IMMEDIATE I POSTED IT ANYWAYS. FOR ALL OF 
YOU WHO GET THIS ZINE GET THE EXTENDED VERSION 
OF THAT POST, BECAUSE THE INTERNET IS SO 
IMMEDIATE I DIDN’T REALLY THINK THROUGH 
EVERYTHING THAT I WAS FEELING AND THEREFORE 
ONLY WROTE WHAT CAME OUT OF MY HEAD AT THAT 
PRESENT MOMENT. FUCK THAT THOUGH. 


SO IN THE MIDDLE OF OCTOBER I WENT OUT OF 
TOWN WITH SOME FRIENDS TO SEE A SHOW BY A 
WASHED UP OLD PUNK BAND. WE LIKED THEM ABOUT 
10 YEARS AGO AND THEY REFORMED TO DO A NEW 
ALBUM AND TOUR. I FIGURED IT WOULD BE GOOD BUT 
BY THE 10™ BEER OR WHATEVER THEY JUST DIDN’T 
HOLD UP. THAT’S HOW I JUDGE A GOOD SHOW. IF THEY 
WORE OUT BEFORE THE BEER DOES THEN THEY AREN’T 
ROCKING PROPERLY. WE LEFT BEFORE THEY WERE 
FINISHED AND I DIDN’T REGRET THAT. AFTER THE 
SHOW WE MOVED THE PARTY TO OUR FRIEND BRITS 
PARENTS HOUSE WHERE EVERYONE CONTINUED TO 
PARTY AND I PASSED OUT AS SOON AS WE GOT THERE. 
NO MORE FUN FOR ME THAT EVENING. 
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THERE WERE A LOT OF RUMORS RUNNING THROUGH 
THE CROWD THAT JOE JACK TALCUM WAS IN THE LOW 
BUDGETS, THE BAND PLAYING THAT NIGHT. IT IS IN 
FACT TRUE THAT HE WAS IN THE BAND BUT NO ONE 
THERE APPARENTLY COULD CONFIRM THIS TO 
EVERYONE. WELL FOR ME THAT WOULDN’T HAVE BEEN 
THE DRIVING FORCE TO SEE THIS STRANGE BAND THAT 
SHOWED UP TO COOK THEIR FROZEN PIZZAS. BECAUSE 
FOR ME I KNOW THAT 2 IF NOT ALL OF THE MEMBERS 
OF THE LOW BUDGETS WERE IN ONE OF MY FAVORITE 
BANDS IN THE LATE NINETIES ‘THE TOWN MANAGERS’ 
WHO I HAD THE PLEASER OF SEEING IN CLEVELAND 
OVER 7 YEARS AGO. I IMAGINE FROM WHAT I 
GATHERED FROM HOW PEOPLE DESCRIBED THE SHOW 






THAT NIGHT WAS JUST AS AWESOME AND INTENSE AS 
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I REMEMBER THAT SHOW IN CLEVELAND REALLY 
WELL BECAUSE IT WAS THE FIRST TIME I MET JOE 
JACK TALCUM OF THE DEAD MILKMEN WHO AT THE 
TIME WAS A PUNK ROCK IDOL OF MINE. MY FRIEND 
BILLY WHO IS AN OLDER PUNK USED TO TAKE ME TO A 
LOT OF REALLY GOOD SHOWS WHEN I WAS YOUNGER 
AND IS A HUGE PART OF WHY I LIKE A LOT OF WHAT I 
DO. I REMEMBER WALKING IN AND WE WERE THERE 
PRETTY EARLY SO IT WAS JUST US AND THIS HUGE 
PIRATE SHIP THAT TOOK UP MOST THE CLUB. WE 
WAITED AROUND FOR A LONG TIME AND SAT THROUGH 
A FEW SHITTY BANDS. ALL THE WHILE I’M WONDERING 
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WHEN AM I GOING TO GET TO SEE MY IDOL^HNALLyT 
QUIT PAYING ATTENTION AND BILLY IS TALKING TO 
SOME DUDE THAT IS LIKE 4 FT. TALL AND I PAY NO 
MIND. LATER THE TOWN MANAGERS GET ON STAGE 
AND BEGIN ROCKING. AS WE MOVE UP TO THE FRONT 
WITH THE OTHER S OR 6 PEOPLE WATCHING THE SHOW 
I NOTICE THAT THE 4 FT. TALL DUDE IS PLAYING THE 
KEYBOARD VERY FEROCIOUSLY AND I REALIZE THAT 
THE LITTLE GUY ROCKING THE KEYBOARD WAS IN 
FACT JOE JACK OF THE INFAMOUS DEAD MILKMEN. 




AT THAT POINT JOE HAD TO BE IN HIS LATE 30’S AT 
LEAST. SO AT THE LOW BUDGETS SHOW HE WOULD BE 
IN HIS 40’S. BUT THEY ALL STILL ROCKED AS HARD IF 
NOT HARDER THAN MOST OF THE YOUNGER BANDS I 
HAVE SEEN. PLUS THE LOW BUDGETS ARE STILL 
RELEASING THEIR OWN RECORDS AND DOING THEIR 
OWN TOURS OBVIOUSLY AS UNDERGROUND AS 
POSSIBLE. SO KINDA MY OVERALL POINT IS THAT WE 
HAVE HERE THESE 2 PUNK BANDS WHO ARE DOING 
THINGS COMPLETELY DIFFERENT, ALTHOUGH I KNOW 
IT’S UNFAIR TO COMPARE THE 2 BANDS BUT WHEN YOU 
LOOK AT THEM SIDE BY SIDE ITS REALLY HARD TO 
UNDERSTAND WHY ANYONE WOULD WANT TO DO 
THINGS THE WAY THE OLD WASHED UP PUNK BAND 
DOES. 






I’M STILL SAD I MISSED THIS SHOW AND I'M SAD 
THAT MOST PEOPLE DIDN’T CARE, BUT A LOT OF THE 
BANDS I LIKE ARE THIS WAY. NOT BECAUSE THEY 
SUCK BUT JUST BECAUSE THE LABEL DOESN’T HYPE 
THEM OR BECAUSE YOUR FRIENDS HAVEN’T HEARD OF 
THEM OR WHATEVER DOESN’T MEAN THEY DON’T KICK 
ASS. THE TOWN MANAGERS ONLY PUT OUT 2 T 5 AND 
SOME COMP. SONGS BUT TO ME THAT SHIT IS MORE | 
NOTEWORTHY THAN WHATEVER THE LATEST RECORD 
TO COME OUT ON WHATEVER LABEL IS POPULAR NOW. 

YOU CAN FIND JUST ABOUT ALL THE INFO THERE IS 
ABOUT THE LOW BUDGETS AND THE TOWN MANAGERS 
AND THE DEAD MILKMEN WITH A BUNCH OF COOL SHIT 
ON THIS WEBSITE. WWW.JACKTALCUM.COM 






ANOTHER NOT SO EASY TALEj 


J ONCE LIVED IN A FUNK HOUSE IN A SMALL COLLEGE 
TOWN WHERE FROM OUTSIDE EVERYTHING SEEMED SO 
PERFECT AND NEW. I HOWEVER LIVED ON THE DARKER 
SIDE OF SAID TOWN. AT THE TIME I HATED IT AND WAS 
GOING CRAZY AND IT LITERALLY ALMOST KILLED ME. 
SINCE I MADE IT OUT ANO LOOKING BACK IT WAS 95% 
MY FAULT AND THAT’S FINE. AT LEAST NOW I 
UNDERSTAND THAT. 
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OF HEARTBREAK 


our.FSH. TACK ’( . 

I SHARED A ROOM WITH PETER. PETER HAD TWO CATS 
AND WAS A GUN TOTING ANARCHIST, HE STOLE LOTS 
OF CHEESE AND GIN TO DRINK MARTINIS ALL THE 
TIME, NOT WITH THE CHEESE BUT YOU KNOW WHAT I 

H,S A r,n« RO ° M WA * ACTUALLY A MATRESSm 

HIS CLOSET WITH A CURTAIN OVER THE DOOR. HIS CAT 

AB,E * ,N ™ E DRESSER DRAWER BENEATH MY 

:* zzv * o r HG ’ later ™ ey maoe ™ e,r home 

IN MY BED. NO ONE REALLY EVER HAD A JOB EXCEPT 
I™™ J ‘” E WORKED AT THE LOCAL FRAT BAR THAT 
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”l lM _ there without a job. like 

, WENT % OF «"Y TIME THER ^ D(JMpsTER BOOKS 

EVERYONE ELSE| WOULD ^ B<>OKSTORE AND . HAD 

and sell then to the PLASM a. at first I 
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THEY KICKED ME °“ T *°* R BECAUSE I WAS STARTING 

protein level, it was_°- • there . that whole 

to GET DEPRESSED MHTT.NG i IN B||MS MADE M E 
hour staring AT OTHER FREAKS mere , WAS 

THINK ABOUT MY OWN FUC KBD UP IF* ™J£l ^ 
SICKLY, THIN, AND BROKE. I EVERYTHING 

YEAR JUST WASN'T ““'““^"^JOBLESS 
SEEMED TO GO WRONG. I TH GAVE 

WAS THE ANSWER TO MY DREAMS. BUT 
ME MORE TIME TO fuck UF MY LIFE. 




IT TURNED OUT THAT WHEN I SET OUT JO GET A JOB 
IT WAS THE FIRST TIME I GOT A JOB TO ESCAPE MY 
LIFE I TRIED SOME LIQUOR STORES AND GAS 
»T»TI0™“ 5 THE ONLY TH.NO . FELT QUALIFIED TO 
DO... SELL PEOFLE BN IT TO FUCK UF ™ E '" L '' C . 

I WAS SO GOOD AT IT I FELT QUALIFIED. AFTER AWHILE 
NO ONE WOULD HIRE ME AND I FELT I WOULD NEVER 
OET^O DO WHAT . WAS CALLED TO DO UNTIL I FULLED 
A LONG SHOT AND ASKED THE LOCAL FORN STORE TO 
HIRE ME. LATER THE NEXT DAY THEY DID. 

aft- it.. . « 
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IT WAS A PRETTY COOL JOB; I MEAN I WORKED THE 3"° 
SHIFT ALONE, SO THERE WERE NO BOSSES BREATHING * 
DOWN MY NECK. I GOT TO READ AND SMOKE AND | 

DRINK AS MUCH COFFEE AS I WANTED. PLUS THE BEST k 

t 

PART WERE THE CUSTOMERS, THEY WERE SOME or 
THE MOST INTERESTING PEOPLE I HAVE EVER MET. 

‘vc: 



SEE OUR STORE WAS ONE OF THOSE KINDS THAT HAVE 
THE VEIWING BOOTHS THAT PEOPLE CAN BUY TOKENS 
AND WATCH PORN MOVIES. I FOUND OUT QUICKLY 
THAT THERE WAS MUCH MORE GOING ON IN THAT 
PLACE THAN JUST WATCHING DIRTY MOVIES. IT WAS A 
DATING AREA; HANG OUT SPOT, AND A BEDROOM ALL 
IN ONE. THERE WERE ABOUT 20 OR SO REGULARS 
THAT WOULD COME IN AT THE BEGINNING OF MY SHIFT 
AND BE THERE UNTIL I LEFT. MOST OF THEM LIKED ME 
MORE THAN THE DAY WORKERS BECAUSE I DIDN’T 
GIVE A SHIT WHAT THEY DID BACK THERE AS LONG AS 
IT WASN’T HURTING ANYONE OR DISTURBING THE 
OTHER CUSTOMERS. I HAD TO KICK OUT QUITE A FEW 
PEOPLE FOR BEING ASSHOLES AND HARRASSING THE 
FEW WOMEN WHO DID COME IN THE STORE OR THE 
OCCASSIONAL DRUNK. I HAD TO DEAL WITH SLEAZE 
BALLS COMING IN AND LOOKING AT THE MAGAZINES 
AND GLANCING AT ME WHILE THEY RUBBED THEIR 
DICK THROUGH THEIR PANTS. I JUST STARTED 
LAUGHING AT THE THINGS PEOPLE TRIED TO DO. 





IT WAS REALLY COOL WHEN THIS REALLY OLD COUPLE 
CAME IN (LIKE 70 OR SO) LOOKING FOR A GOOD SEX 
TOY. AFTER I NARROWED DOWN WHAT THEY WERE 
LOOKING FOR I GAVE SOME SUGGESTIONS. THEY 
ENDED UP BUYING THE LARGEST DOUBLE ENDED 
DILDO I HAVE EVER SEEN. OTHERWISE THE REGULARS 
KNEW THEIR BOUNDRIES WITH ME. THEY TRIED 
PUSHING IT AT FIRST BUT I WAS IN CONTROL. THIS IS 

THE ONLY PLACE THEY HAD AND THEY KNEW THAT. IT 

DIDN’T TAKE LONG BEFORE SOME OF THEM STARTED I 
TALKING TO ME AND BRINGING ME THINGS LIKE FOOD, ! 
TAPES TO LISTEN TO, AND THEIR PHONE NUMBERS. 



IT FELT TRASHY AT FIRST GETTING PAID TO BE HIT ON 
BUT ONCE I GOT OVER IT THEY WERE PRETTY COOL. 
WHEN THEY KNEW I WASN’T GOING HOME WITH THEM 
THEY WOULD INSTEAD JUST SMOKE POT WITH ME 
WHEN I CLOSED UP THE ! 


TO CLEAN IT. 


STORE AT 4 IN THE MORNING 


2T2* ,T WOULD BE ***LLY HARD TO COME INTO 
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IT WASN’T LONG UNTIL I HAD A NERVOUS BREAKDOWN Jj| 
AND NEVER SHOWED BACK UR TO WORK. LIKE fc 

ANYTHING THAT WE SINK OURSELVES INTO TO ESCAPE jg 
LIFE IS BOUND TO DESTORY YOU. AND WITHIN A WEEK £ 
IT DID. SOMEONE STOLE MY BIKE, A GIRL STOLE MY ^ 

HEART AND THE CUSTOMERS WERE TRYING TO PICK 
UP THE PIECES. 
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really to upset because i can build 
another one. but th^ ^ • uuliQ 
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The Minneapolis Stories 

about three years ago i visited my friend matte in 
minneapolis, home of the fucking tall biice. well 
for years matte has been building all sorts of 
crazy bikes, tall bikes, choppers, cart bikes, ect 
so i 1 innally got to see them first hand and it 
blew my mind, while i was there he let me ride 
his very first tall bike around, once i got used 
to it i would ride it all over, to get burritos, 
down by those railroad tracks i saw, to hard times 
down ail t he^ .t o fchisxxiaxxahxsi 

even though* ‘it was a short tall bike (2 bmx frames 
hl gn> just being 3 extra feet it the. air felt 
amazing, just when i thought it couldn't get more] 
amazing matte said he would takes me along on the 
hard tim®s bike club ride. 




first we rode over to the black label house for 
their "club” meeting, which xanxxxiea was a bunch 
of freaked out punks sitting on the porch drinking 
lots of beer (black label) and yelling about club 
colors ofc whatever, i just sat there looking at 
all these fucking tallbikes and a 20 foot chopper 
and even a< trip higg (3 tallbike). after everyone 
was significantly drunk they duct tapepd -beer 
anywhere they could on themr biices, in one swift 
motion there were 30 or so kids riding down the 
street, and every mihtur^ it seemed like 5 more 
beople were now rding with us. it was sucft a 
shocking sight, you really did feel lifcte the road 
was yours, who wouldn’t stop to see 50,-. 


tallbikes taking up the whole road? 




so i guess the initial plan for this ride was to 
hit up as many public fountains and pools and swim 
in them before the cops showed up. all these half 
dressed, wet, drunk punks riding through the 
streets of minneapolis is sure to attract the 
police's attention, i remember someone said the 
cops were coming but nobody realLy seemed to care, 
to busy having fun i guess. 


when running fromt the cops and prunned figures 
were to much we ended up at the waterf ronmt , it 
was a bit scary riding down the bike path in the 
dark with tall bikes on either side of you, it 
seemed a bit dangerous but i don't think it bother 
any of them, i mean since they have jousting 
matches and all on their tallbikes. 


when we made our way to the waterfront people 
were already there building a huge fire and pass- 
ing beers and laughing, all of this just seemed 
really normal to them and it intimidated me at 
first. but when i came home and was the only one 
riding around everywhere on my tallbike i guess it 
wasn't supposed to owrk fc i mean i tried to bring 
aLl that home with me. 




Building at Home 

so after i got back from traveling i went right to 
work scouring coLumbus for all the right parts, 
unlike minneapolis where people will bring whole 
bikes to your doorstep, columbus is pretty hard 
to find parts. aLl winter i collected all the best 
parts i could find, my friend jonnie found a bike 
with the front wheel broken off and he wanted some 
parts off it and i was just going to use the frame 
for the bottem of the tallbike . while he was at 
work we stripped the bike and had a hell of a time 
getting the pedals 'off. x- time went by and i was 
getting really nervous that i might fc not get thii 
bide done, then bryan said he had a 10 speed frame 
in his basement but ho. it was bent a bit. i said 
it was o.k. because i was just going to cut off 
the back anyhow, i carried tt home wrapped around 
my body like a bag, and rode it home on my bifee. 

by the time i had all the parts i needed it was 
spring and i had moved out of my house and was 
living down by the railroad tracks, i stored all 
the parts behind my friend* nicks apartment, i 
took up so much space in that parking lot. all 
the bike parts and tools and spraypaint, and a shi 
ton of greasex. the hot sun shown down thd day i 
finished the bike, it looked good and i felt so 
proud, it only took a few tries but as i mounted 
that bike 10 feet in the air i felt so good about 
what i built, i rode past sarah and smiled and 
wav^fid s^e^said something but i couldn’t hear it 





later i found out - she said M hey chad, you are so j 
high ud i can see up your shorts, ooops. 



The Wrecks 

it seems like these day when 
peopLe ask me about my tali bike 
it’s "so have you ever wrecked?” 
hmm, we LI yes, but not so much 
more than on a regular bike and 
it’s even Less dangerous than 
those desilly fixed gears that 
people seem to go bananas over, 
there was the first wreck 
like 5 days after i built the biek 
bike, i was just getting comfortable 
with riding it in the street and 
was feeling really good Likle the weld 
welds would hold and people would 
watch out for me. but the humongous 
bus that creeped up behing me didn’t 
seem to even care 1 was riding 
in front of him because as he barely p 
passed around me i got caught between 
the buss and the curb, i tried to put 
my hand on the bus to steady out but 
he kept inching over, i guess i though 
t i cold push the bus out of the way 
with my hand, so i hit the curb and 
fell over trying to catch a tree but 
landed in grave L instead, as soon as i 
got up and saw that the buss didn’t 
even notice he hit me my hand was 
bleeding like crazy and i couldn’t ev 
even move my right knee. 

but what, stops most people from doing 
things is the possibility*, of getting 
hurt , sometimes that’s why people do 
things, but definately falling didn't 
make me think, man i should stop doing 
this, it made me think, man that bus 
driver xhsure is an asshole. 


after a few more times falling you get 
the hang of it and you can fall without 
getting hurt, except in the winter when* 
the ground is covered in ice and, you're 
drunk and the bike slipd from underneath 



""'TAU-e^g. 


The Revatation of Revolution 

revolution can li& e a massive uprising of oppressed 
people . against a system that's killing them. 

but it can also come in small ways like people 
doing and making really amazing things that go 
outside and possibly up against this system that 
is against them. 

instead of becoming stagnant, depressed, ana giving 
up, people are out there breaking these boundries 
and making things new and doing it themselves. 

•: abi • • -y 

14th street treehouse 

on my way to work i pass by this house that has an 
equal in size treehouse in the front yard, at first 
i didn't even see it, it's amazing that i dian't, 
even with the magnitude of it, with multiple floors 
and windows and only one entrance from the roof of 
the house to the 2nd floor of the treehouse. and 
the thing is painted with 5 different bright colors 


in the picture with my tall bike leaning against the 

i the treehouse in the background it make 

s me think of a world i would love to live in, everyda 
y walking around and seeing all these new things 7 
sprouting up all over the places, people takinf risks 

aren^t h '? 6 °, Ple aren,t kUlin « ea0 * othe^and 

h ’ being jerks to each other, wheee people don't 
ave to work stupid jobs selling porn or washing 

t-h?n£ ne h 1 ^ 63 dlshes * wh ere everyone can live and 

nk and dream and have the opportunity to make those 
dreams come true, even if it is riding a bicySK 

for mnnfH b0 f eet \ the alr * °r can travel the world 

a tx ? e and no * have to rush back to work 
. . , ©ally true that life is what you make it but 
it's really hard to do that when there is a group of 
people who think money is better than people? who feel 
it s right to make us follow their areas. 
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§g A DAYDREAM m<3 NAJIOl 

late nigtgts and early mornings are 
jijj-ij usually strange for most people. it T s the 
f ‘ '* time that everything dies and all that's 
I left are the things that are unseen during 
"normal" hours. 


the *air in the building at work gets 
• really stuffy and it has an odd smell to it. 
] lif® inside the store as crazy as it may 
seem is pretty dull to the crazy life that 
| goes on the minute i step outside to get 
__s< ome fresh air. 


it f s like in the movies when everything 
is really normal and then when they go and 
open a door to anyther room it turns into 
I this whole new world, like with all these 
spaceships and people riding around on 
[unicycles juggling and shit. 




but unlike in the movies all we got gi; 
lurking these streets are the rejected, 
or things peeple like to keep hidden from 
their life. — iwin -J : : M 

the homeless who are either to scared 
to walk around during the day or can 1 t sleep 
'wizzing by them go the garbage trucks, pick- 
ing up our trash as we sleep so we don T t 
have to see and smell our overproductive , 

J wastef ull lives get dumped into oblivion for 
| all we know, but if you stay awake you will 
:? see far off in the distance the huge pile ,, 

•’ °£ g a r jag e col lected right out side of_ town. 
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■ << also crowding the streets are the 

insomniacs , vampires, creeps, perverts, 
and drunks, everyone that society would like 
i : *! to forget, but has created. i 

* ; ? 

‘ then there "are" people like me stuck 

at a third shift job to bored to ignore 
otherwise, to tired to forget that everythin 
& is fucked up and it can’t; be hidden for long 


having nightmares 











IT ALL SEEMED TOO RUSHED. I JUST GOT BACK FROM 
A 2 MONTH CONG TOUR IN TIME FOR CHRISTMAS WITH 
MY FRIENDS AND FAMILY BUT ONLY FOR A DAY UNTIL I 
RAN OFF TO FLORIDA TO SPEND TIME WITH A NEW 
FRIEND FOR NEW YEARS. EVEN THAT TRIP WENT FAST 
BEFORE I HAD TO FLY TO EUROPE FOR A TRIP I 
PLANNED MONTHS AGO BUT DIDN’T REALLY PLAN 
ANYTHING BESIDES THE PURCHASE OF THE TICKET. 


ose 

t 

a 

ork 

f 

sel 


I WAS EXCITED TO BE IN EUROPE FOR WINTER AND 
RIDE MY BIKE AROUND. I HAD DONE OTHER TRIPS 
BEFORE ON BICYCLE BUT NOT IN THE WINTERTIME. I 
ARRIVED IN THE AMSTERDAM SCHIPOL LIKE MANY 
OTHER TIMES BEFORE. THE SKY WAS GREY AND I WAS 
HAPPY IT WASN’T SNOWING. I PUT TOGETHER MY 
BIKE OUTSIDE THE AIRPORT AND RODE INTO TOWN 
ABOUT A 10 K RIDE. I WENT TO GO FIND THIS LITTLE 
BOAT OFF ONE OF THE CANALS THAT I GO TO EVERY 
TIME I AM IN AMSTERDAM; I’VE ALWAYS WANTED TO 
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CAMP ON IT BUT NEVER DID. NOW I WAS CERTAIN 
THAT'S WHERE I WAS GOING TO STAY. I COULD BARELY 
REMEMBER WHERE IT WAS AND IT DIDN’T HELP 
MATTERS WHEN I DID FIND IT THAT IT WAS 
COMPLETELY UNDER WATER. DAMN. IT DIDN’T TAKE 
LONG UNTIL I WAS COLD AND THEN I GOT SICK. THIS 
ALL MAD ME VERY LONELY. ALL I WANTED WAS TO BE 
AROUND PEOPLE I CARED ABOUT. I CALLED UP KATE A 
FEW DAYS LATER; SHE WAS MY ENTIRE REASON FOR 
THIS TRIP. SHE LIVED IN FRANCE IN LILLE JUST 
ACROSS THE BELGIAN BORDER. SHE SAID SHE HAD A 
FRIEND STAYING WITH HER FOR A FEW MORE DAYS 
AND IF I COULD WAIT I SHOULD. 

I WALKED UP AND DOWN ALL THE AMSTERDAM 
STREETS AND TRIED TO FEEL THE COMFORT I USED TO 
FIND THERE IN THE PAST. I JUST COULDN’T GET MY 
MIND OFF KATE AND THE COLD IN MY HEAD. SO THE 
NEXT MORNING IT WAS A BEAUTIFUL DAY PERFECT 
FOR RIDING SO I TOOK OFF, THE FIRST DAY WAS EASY. 
I’VE DONE THE RIDE MANY TIMES BEFORE AND IT WAS 
BEAUTIFUL SCENERY. I CAMPED OUT IN SOME SMALL 
BRUSH JUST OUTSIDE ANTWERP. WHEN I WOKE UP THE 
COLD IN MY HEAD TURNED TO FEVER AND IT WAS 
RAINING. SO I RIDE INTO ANTWERP FOR THE FIRST 
TIME AND FIND THE TRAIN STATION. IT WAS A BIG 
STATION. LOTS OF PEOPLE BUSTLING AROUND OR 
JUST SITTING WAITING FOR THEIR DEPARTURE. I TAKE 
A SEAT NEXT TO THE ONES WAITING. ITS WARM INSIDE 
THE STATION AND I SIT THERE TRYING NOT TO PASS 
OUT. I DON’T EVEN REMEMBER THE CHAIN OF EVENTS 
THAT GOT ME ONTO THAT TRAIN TO LILLE. 
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ONLY STREET IN LIUtE THA ABOUT AND THE 

STREET ACTU L A L Ty SPL,TS .NTO 2 STREETS AND HER 

Sm£!Uheonethatsh,doeh. 


at the beginning of her street was a 

DISCOTECH. IT WAS A FRIDAY AND THE PLACE WAS 
BUSY, BURSTING INTO THE STREETS. I PASSED IT BY 
AND MADE MY WAY TO KATE’S HOUSE. SHE WASN’T 
HOME, SO I SAT OUTSIDE AND WAITED. JUST THEN A 
GROUP ON GUYS COME RUSHING OUT OF THE CLUB 
AMD arp WALKING MY WAY. THEY SPOT ME AND START ^ 


YELLING AT ME, I COULDN’T UNDERSTAND THEM AND 
JUST SHRUG MY SHOULDERS WHICH I THINK ENRAGED 
THEM MORE. THEY GET CLOSER AS IF THEY ARE GOING 
TO FUCK ME UP. I NEVER THOUGHT I WOULD SAY THIS 
BUT LUCKILY A POLICE VAN COMES SCREECHING UP 
AND IN ONE SWIFT MOTION GOT THESE GUYS UP 
AGAINST THE WALL AND ARE SEARCHING THEM. THE 
COPS PAY NO ATTENTION TO ME, AND ONLY TAKE 2 OF 
THE GUYS WITH THEM AND THE OTHER 2 LEAVE INTO A 
BUILDING UP THE STREET. JUST THEN IT STARTS TO 
RAIN AND I FINALLY GET KATE TO OPEN THE DOOR 
AND I AM SO HAPPY TO SEE HER AND I THOUGHT SHE 
WAS GONNA BE MAD ABOUT ME COMING SO SOON BUT 
THE SMILE ON HER FACE TELLS DIFFERENT. 

FRANCE WAS COLD AND RAINY THE WHOLE TIME I 
WAS THERE, IT DIDN’T SNOW ONCE. IT JUST STAYED 
THAT DEPRESSING UNFORGIVING GREY. I STAYED IN 
MOST DAYS WHILE KATE WAS AT WORK CURLED 
UNDERNEATH ALL OF HER BLANKETS READING AND 
WRITING. SHE FOUND THIS AWESOME RECORD PLAYER 
ON THE STREET BUT NO SPEAKERS. I HAD FOUND 2 
RECORDS I HAVE BEEN LOOKING FOR IN AN 
AMSTERDAM RECORD STORE. SO I SAT IN KATE’S 
APARTMENT JUST PLAYING THOSE 7”S OVER AND 
OVER WITH NO SOUND, JUST FROM WHAT CAME OUT 
OF THE NEEDLE. I VENTURED OUT TO MAKE TEA AND 
COFFEE AND EAT PASTRIES. I WAS REALLY EXCITED 
EVERYDAY SHE WOULD COME HOME, I COULD HEAR 
HER WALK UP THE STAIRS. I ENJOYED HEARING ABOUT 
HER JOB WHETHER IT WAS A GOOD DAY OR A BAD DAY 
IT WAS STILL INTERESTING. THEN WE WOULD GO OUT 
TO A MOVIE, DINNER, OR TO HANG OUT WITH HER 
FRENCH GIRLFRIENDS. THEY WERE ALL INCREDIBLY 
SWEET AND AMAZING. I HADN’T HAD ANY DESIRE TO 
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EUROPE BY MYSELF 


LEARN FRENCH, AT THAT TIME I JUST WASN’T 
INTERESTED IN TALKING TO ANYONE, I REALLY JUST 
WANTED TO BE WITH KATE AND IT DIDN’T MATTER 
THAT IT TOOK THOUSANDS OF MILES TO DO THAT. 
ONLY UNTIL I MET HER FRIENDS DID I FEEL LIKE 
TALKING, BUT IT WAS HARD. MY UNWILLINGNESS TO 
LEARN FRENCH AND THEIR SHYNESS OF SPEAKING 
ENGLISH MADE THE SIMPLEST SENTENCES LONG 
BORING STORIES. 


YOU'RE PERCEPTION OF BODY LANGUAGE BECOMES 
WAY STRONGER AFTER AWHILE. ITS LIKE WHEN WE 
ALL WATCHED THIS SWEDISH FOREIGN MOVIE WITH NO 
FRENCH OR ENGLISH SUBTITLES AND NONE OF US 
KNEW WHAT WAS GOING ON SO WE PRETTY MUCH HAD 
TO GUESS THE WHOLE TIME. THAT WAS HOW I FELT 
FOR MY TIME THERE. 


THERE I WAS OUTSIDE THE AMSTERDAM SCHIPOL 
AIRPORT. I HAD NOTHING BUT A BACKPACK AND A 
HUGE BOX WITH MY BICYCLE IN IT. I RAN AWAY FROM 
enuc cr ary SHIT BACK IN AMERICA. I JUST COULDN’T 



DEAL WITH ANY LONGER, STUFF THAT ALMOST KILLED 
ME. AND I HAD NO INTENTIONS OF RETURNING. THIS 
MAY SEEM LIKE ONE OF THOSE SOUL SEARCHING 
THINGS PEOPLE SEEM TO DO. BELIEVE ME THOUGH I 
DIDN’T WANT TO FIND A GODDAMN THING ON THAT 
TRIP, IF ANYTHING I WANTED TO FIND A PLACE WHERE 
I DIDN’T HAVE TO FEEL ANYTHING OR TALK TO 
ANYONE. 

ON THE AIRPLANE I SAT NEXT TO THIS MIDDLE-AGED 
WOMAN TRAVELING ON VACATION WITH HER OTHER 
OLDER WOMAN FRIENDS. WE TALKED ABOUT FAMILY; 
MORE HERS THAN MINE. I TRIED TO TELL HER ABOUT 
MY TRIP BUT I REALIZED HOW MUCH I DIDN’T EVEN 
KNOW ABOUT MY TRIP. THIS TERROR ON HER FACE 
ONLY SHOWED WHAT I SHOULD BE FEELING. SHE TOLD 
ME TO BE CAREFUL AND WISHED SHE HADN’T SAT 
NEXT TO ME BECAUSE SHE IS JUST GOING TO WORRY. 
THE LADY GAVE ME HER NUMBER WHERE SHE COULD 
BE REACHED JUST IN CASE. IT WAS A DICK MOVE BUT I 
THREW IT AWAY AFTER GETTING OFF THE AIRPLANE. I 
DIDN’T WANT HER HELP. 

IT WAS GREAT; I GOT TO RIDE MY BIKE AROUND ALL 
DAY LONG. I WOKE UP SO EARLY EVERYDAY, LIKE 5 OR 
6 A.M. AND I RODE UNTIL IT GOT DARK. I RODE ABOUT 
100 MILES A DAY AT LEAST AND I ONLY STOPPED TO 
REST OR GET FOOD. AT NIGHT I WOULD STOP OUTSIDE 
WHATEVER BIG TOWN I WAS CLOSE TO AND CAMP IN 
THE WOODS OR UNDER THE FREEWAY OR WHEREVER 
AND JUST READ OR STARE INTO THE NIGHT. I DIDN’T 
TALK TO ANYONE, EXCEPT THE FEW THINGS I KNEW, 
LIKE HOW TO ASK FOOD OR DIRECTIONS. AFTER 
AWHILEJ FORGOT ABOUT EVERYTHING, THOSE LONG 
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DAYS ON THE BIKE WERE ALL I COULD THINK ABOUT. 
WHETHER IT WAS FIGURING OUT WHERE TO GO OR TO 
CONCENTRATE ON MY BACK PAIN. IT WAS IMMEDIATE. 

IT WASN’T UNTIL I GOT TO PRAHA. IT WAS THE ONLY 
PLACE THAT I KNEW SOMEONE. I SHOWED UP INTO 
TOWN AND HEADED TO MY FRIEND AUSTIN’S FLAT. IN 
TRUE CZECH STYLE AT 9 IN THE MORNING I GOT BEERS 
AND KNOCKED ON HIS DOOR. AUSTIN’S BROTHER RUNS 
A BAR JUST UP THE STREET WHERE THEY LIVE AND 
SADLY THAT’S WHERE EVERYONE CAN BE FOUND. IT 
DIDN’T TAKE LONG FOR MY PROBLEMS TO COME BACK. 

I DON’T EVEN KNOW HOW LONG I SPENT THERE IN 
THAT BAR, COULD’VE BEEN WEEKS BUT I THINK I WAS 
THERE FOR A GOOD MONTH OR 2. IT WAS NICE BEING 
THERE WITH AUSTIN BUT I JUST COULDN’T BE AROUND 
PEOPLE, I NEEDED MORE TIME. 


EUROPE WITH BRIT AND TOM 



THE START. BEFORE WE EVEN LEFT HE HADN’T PACKED 

AkivTUiyii no uic dive en uuc rvm it cno uiim 


IMMEDIATELY ARRIVING IN AMSTERDAM HE GOT 
CULTURE SHOCK AND THOUGHT THIS WAS THE PLACE 
WAS SUPPOSED TO BE HIS WHOLE LIFE* HE SPENT 
ALL HIS MONEY IN THOSE 3 DAYS IN AMSTERDAM. ON 
THE BIKE PATHS HE WOULD RACE AHEAD OF US AND 
<5ET LOST BECAUSE HE DIDN’T KNOW WHERE HE WAS 
GOING. IN EVERY TOWN WE STOPPED IN HE THOUGHT 
THAT WAS WERE HE NEEDED TO BE THE REST OF HIS 
LIFE. IT GOT REALLY ANNOYING. IN PRAHA HE LOST 
BOTH OF HIS GLASSES AND ONE NIGHT HE SPENT 

UNDER A BRIDGE IN THE RAIN BECAUSE HE RAN OFF 
FROM US AND COULDN’T FIND HIS WAY BACK TO THE 
FLAT. GRANTED I ALMOST DIDN’T EITHER. ONE NIGHT 
BRIT AND I WERE ARGUING OUR WAY BACK TO THE 
FLAT ON WHO KNOWS HOW TO GET THERE. AT ONE 
POINT WE BOTH START RUNNING AS FAST AS WE CAN 
IN DIFFERENT DIRECTIONS BACK THE WAY WE 
THOUGHT WAS HE FLAT. SOMEHOW I ARRIVED FIRST 
EVEN THOUGH I WENT THE WRONG WAY BUT AS SOON 
AS I GOT TO THE DOORSTEP I THREW UP AND PASSED 
OUT UNTIL BRIT GOT THERE. 


ON OUR WAY OUT OF PRAHA TOWARDS DRESDEN WE 
WER^ GETTING ON A TRAIN AT RUSH HOUR AND TOM 
HAD NO IDEA WHERE TO GO SO WE TOLD HIM TO STAY 
CLOSE. NEXT THING WE KNOW HE IS ON THE WRONG 
TRAIN HEADING NORTH. AFTER AN HOUR WE FINALLY 
FOUND HIM. 

THINGS ALL CAME APART IN DRESDEN. IT HAD ALL 
JUST BEEN TOO MUCH. TOM FELL IN LOVE WITH A 
GERMAN GIRL WHO SPOKE NO ENGLISH AND HE ONLY 
KNEW FOR 2 DAYS. BRIT AND I HAD BEEN SITTING ON 






THE CORNER WHERE LAST YEAR I SAT DRINKING BEER 
WITH THE DRESDEN PUNKS. THIS YEAR THE SUN WAS 
SO BRIGHT AND HOT, WE HELD OUR SIGN “SWEI 
FAHHRAD ZU VERKAUFEN”. PEOPLE LOOKED AND 
ASKED QUESTIONS THAT NEITHER BRIT NOR I COULD 
ANSWER. IT WAS THEN THAT WE GOT THE NEWS THAT 
TOM NEEDED TO STAY LONGER TO BE WITH HIS LOVE. 
THAT WAS THE LAST THING WE NEEDED, WE HAD THE 
KEYS TO TOM’S RENTAL CAR AND WE’VE HAD ENOUGH. 



THAT DAY WE STOLE HIS CAR AND HEADED BACK TO 
AMSTERDAM WE WE FLEW OUT THE NEXT DAY. WE 
TOOK THE LONG WAY BACK AS LONG AS WE COULD 
WITH OUT GETTING LOST. WE LISTENED TO GERMAN 
RADIO, WHICH WAS A MIX OF TECHNO AND AMERICAN 


HITS FROM 15 YEARS AGO. AS WE BOTH LISTENED, 
SILENTLY LOOKING OUT THE WINDOWS AT THE 
PASSING VINEYARDS ON THE HILLSIDES AND THE 
BRIDGES OVER THE RIVERS THAT WE JUST BIKED ON 
THE LAST FEW WEEKS. 

WHEN I AWOKE WE WERE ON THE AUTOBAHN DOING 
160KM. BRIT LOOKED OVER AND SAID, “THE COPS ARE 
BEHIND US AND ARE MOTIONING US TO GET OVER”. 


THE WHOLE ORDEAL TOOK ABOUT A MINUTE OR TWO, 
NOT EVEN LONG ENOUGH FOR ME TO RUB MY EYES 
OPEN. AS I WOKE UP UPON LEAVING THE ENCOUNTER I 
SAW THE SIGN FOR NETHERLANDS, I LOOKED AT BRIT 
AND SAID, “WE MADE IT”. 
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LAST MINUTE REVIEWS 


THE HIDDEN SPOTS 7” E.P. 


FROM A.D.D. RECORDS 

PO BOX 8240 TAMPA, FL. 33674 $4.75 

this IS their first recorded shit put out 
ON RECORD, even THOUGH ALU OF ™ CS * 
GUYS HAVE BEEN IN SOME PRETTY AWESOME 
BANDS FOR OVER 10 YEARS LIKE QUEERWULF, 
FUTURE VIRGINS, % OF THEM WERE IN JACK 




also WRITE THIS HERE RECORDS FOR SOME 
OF THE BEST SOUTHERN PUNK ROCK. 


PALANCE BAND AND HORRIBLE ODDS. THIS IS 
MY FAVORITE BAND OF THE LAST 5 YEARS. I 
HAVE A REAL BIG THING FOR SOUTHERN PUNK 
ROCK. ITS USUALLY PRETTY GRITTY AND 
ROUGH, AND ALWAYS ROCKIN’. THE LYRICS 
ARE GENERALLY ABOUT FRIENDS, DRINKING, 
HOPES AND DREAMS (LIKE THE ONES WON AND 
LOST). 


Ui li 1 
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THERE’S SOMETHING ABOUT WRITING YOUR NAME IN WET 
CEMENT THAT SOLIDIFIES YOUR PLACE IN SOCIETY. 
PERMANENCE! “THAT’S NOT YOURS, I DON'T SEE YOUR 
NAME ON ITT IN THIS CASE IT NQW IS SO FUCK OFF. I’VE 
FOUGHT ON THESE STREETS, BLED, PUKED, EVEN CRIED. 
ALL MY BODILY FLUIDS HAVE SOILED THIS CITY MANY 
TIMES OVER. FROM THE SKY YOU CAN SEE A GIANT STAIN 
FROM THE PLACES I GO TO AND FROM. THIS TOWN IS IN A 
WAY PART MINE, WHETHER OR NOT MY NAME IS WRITTEN 
ON IT. AT LEAST NOW NO ONE CAN SAY DIFFERENT. 

I JUST GOT BACK INTO TOWN AFTER AN ALMOST NERVOUS 
BREAKDOWN. IT WAS GOOD TO BE HOME, IT WAS GOOD TO 
KNOW THAT IF I AM GOING INSANE AT LEAST I KNOW 
WHERE I’M GOING AND CAN SAY HELLO TO A FEW PEOPLE 
ON THE WAY. 


IT WAS LATE ONE NIGHT WHEN I CALLED HER; I ALWAYS 
CALL HER WHEN I CANT STAND MYSELF. SHE’S KIND OF 
CRAZY AS WELL AND IT PUTS AN IMMEDIATE CALMNESS IN 
ME THAT THE DRINKS CAN’T DO. 


SHE PICKED ME UP AT THE CORNER OF 15™ AND HIGH AND 
I WAS ALREADY DRUNK. WE WALKED AROUND ALL THOSE 
STREETS THAT WE BOTH KNOW SO WELL AND I GOT 

Wl ™ MYSELF SEEING a lot of familiar 
FACES. I FELT BAD BECAUSE I AM ALWAYS SAYING HELLO 
FOR ONLY 5 MINUTES AT A TIME. IT FEELS GOOD THOUGH 
TO WALK AROUND TOWN AND DESPITE WHAT WE’VE DONE 
TO EACH OTHER, WHAT’S BEEN SAID, WE KNOW WE 
COULDN’T LIVE WITH OUT EACH OTHER. 




WE MADE OUR WAY BACK TO HER PLACE; I PASSED OUT OF 
HER COUCH AND HER ON HER FLOOR. I WOKE UP TO HER 
PULLING MY LEG, SO I SLIDE DOWN TO THE FLOOR AND 
FALL BACK ASLEEP AND EVERYTHING IS FINE AGAIN. 


l 
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COLLECTED STORIES FROM 




llu u tSY ^ en t ence? d ° y° u *W 

i a , ev ? r Change anything if you 
won t stake it alone? 

WM #■. . s ■..*** 


c 1,100 ' let’s iAa„ 

l§| * nd husbands and fo/f^ 5 S6t wlves 
m h * c m om * high roli e rjamb^ UPle da ? s a °d 
<1 f on, P?n y Payroll, f e ??!' blers on the do 
VI ir °mc Xisaf nonsensf ®P ra ypaint 

and then ue'u huge sl ^scrapers 
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and even if we don't change shit, 
we can always just b0 fr00< 

^ah, r&ght 




wanna smoke cigarettes off the ground? 
you should. it‘s killing you anyway, 
it’s totally freegan. Jiving off other 
s waste is sweet. if you're worried 
about it, either singe the filter to 
kill germs or tear it off entirely, 
or take the tobacco out and re-roll it. 
yourself. if you wanna smoke, it's a 
way to keep your morals (assuming 
leftist) in check, as well as' your 

*.*-» ’ll,-.*. u ~ V, » 
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SCRAG #23.5/BEAR CATCHING FISH #1 


urgency is best delivered by one who really 
gives half a shit. and so on. 





which is why i have a problem with music 
sometimes. when i spend the vast majority 
of my life not giving a shit# or dying tryin< 


it's hard to 




thin* about “ •om.tiM.. ^ >4^ 

veil, most ‘ h * 0 t coL>lt»»nt to anything 
biggest problem to c °” instead, 1 spend 

s‘2,;v"c*im Mt — -“-rs 

how 1 Will Impoove 

vhat^the hell can i do? hope that music 
is some kind of sacred instrument of ^||||| 

VINDICATION OF GOODWILL, HONESTY, AND SAC- 
RIFICE, a set of norms which i can cling to, 
something which vithin$i have seen PURITY. 


and true expression, and all the things 
g* vh ich ma * e us feel real for a minute- 
bless this beautiful mess i'm making. 

BY THE IMFAMOUS GOBLIN 
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i get so a 1 i cna t. ?c! in tt.hr urban Getting, 
net from hhre, as much, Bui from 
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the world of the roads. uhich alienate 
t.h(? individual and the sense of connect ic 
n to the natural, and socially in ter 9 
active worlds. through brute power and 
size as the ego, the cigressors thought 
wa r r i or must suffer. the 

disappearance, of 'the 'sid^J^stS^n 
away t he porch i r.a rch i tec t u re , the foot 
accessible marketplace, the cultural im 
pact of the City shifts to the suburban 
monotony, the utterly characterless 
UWpiA for which anonym/ity is equal to 
prosper i t" 

'Eg' " 

natire G of h the a cUy n Ule concon trated 

to°bi ts^and ount^ 

. . ts and we love the efficiacv 

i nave not driven in four years/and i am 

and such! d 6 but S i i:> i U iu a bi n ? 3 - Car f ° r trips 

s of poliucers and^e^^ 
and d as dependence. * 

but yeah i'm a hypocrite. but to rely j 
onit for ultimatde transportation? i hope 
not, c a mm it. 








a big decision i'm having to make nou , 

stick and move, stick and move. we get ['S3 
stuck in the same places where we 
grow up if we let ourselves get too !j& 
comfortable in anur ease... that [;?. 

of routine and expectancy. w ii 

i-ve lived in central ohio my 
and never left for more than 
, how could i have done this? 



xw .. w whole life, 
than a few vee!cs"<j 



is my sanity worth complacency? the 
fear of rocking the boat is too great/ 
and that boat has been around for quite 
awhile. and if gives such a sense 
of belonging... the people whom you've 
known your whole life, minutes away 
instead of hours, buildings away instead / 
of cities, and safety within^ reach. * 





hoy could i ever leave? 


ye get trapped, goddammit. we put 
too much importance on binds and ties, 
jobs and relationships, etc. 



the fear of being alone is great* 
these fucking feelings! do you 
from the shadows comes a lion, 
from the sun, a dragon. 

snarling and smoking. 

keeping each other at their own 

metaphor id: id 

bay 

the struggle is unyielding. 
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a scary sight on the columbus 
skyline is the building whch 
has windows on top that make it 
look like a big house. at night, 
it’s fucking creepy. these building 
s, skyscrapers housing^ijcH^XKXX 
multimillion dollar , ahem, billion 
dollar monopolizing corporations , 
(though i may exaggerate for the 
dramatic activistic hype and shit) 
out anyway. still controlling 
powe r through money. where's 
my seven dd>llars and hour, barnes 
and noble? that ain't my fucking 
house, no way. sir. 
i am SO going to lose the battle 
<2.udjEL,„,» 






be sure to add grafXitti to your 
neighbourhood bathroom stalls, it 
brings character to sterility, 
and, hopefully, something to read 
while shitting. 

that’s amusing, ofcourse. 


boys and girls: never forget 
about the g-spot is sex. the g-spot, 
a soot f“ fenbur 9 spot, rather, is 

£j| 

inch inside on the front wail of the 
vagina. the man may have one which 
can be reached through anal penetratic 
n, i don’t have anything onhand to 

it has to do with the 
piGSvate. try the perineum, or 
the nachos, i suppose. 

i’ve been reading this pocket sex 
guide and i felt like sharing. 


T i^vE TORM. 



oinino boom table, we hoped 



the ONLY WEED STORY I HAVE. 

WAS v„ IT1NO My 

NOWHERE. Mr STEP DAO FOR THa£ yfId Y ’ ™ E MIDDLE OF 

growing and selling year had been 

that gross ass country wee'd^f' 8 FR,end ’ some op 
huge black trash bag in HIS BEDRf^f PT ,T ALL in th,s 

TO THE TOP. , DECIDED TO h«! Lv °° M ' ' T WAS FULL 

smaller brown grocery « YSELF AND OOT A 
FISTFULLS AND it DIDN’T SeIJ t£ N M D a 8TARTED T ° ° RAF 
black trash bag and by tnf I? A DENT ,N THE 
brown bag was almost ful! ' KNEW ,T ™ E 


I MADE MY WAY BACK TO BLOOMINGTON VIA THE 
GREYHOUND AND STOPPED IN COLUBMUS. I HAD ALL THE 
WEED IN BAG WRAPPED UP LIKE CHRISTMAS PRESENTS. I 
STOPPED BY THE 15™ HOUSE WHERE MY FRIEND PAUL 
LIVED WHO DEALT WEED OUT OF THE HOUSE. I HAD HIM 
HELP ME SERPERATE IT OUT TO SEE HOW MUCH I HAD. IN 
THE END I HAD ABOUT A POUND AND A HALF. I 
REPACKAGED IT INTO CHRISTMAS PRESENTS AND HEADED 
BACK TO THE GREYHOUND STATION. 


NOW SEE THIS WAS THE DECEMBER RIGHT AFTER SEPT. 
11™ AND THEY STARTED WITH ALL THAT SECURITY ON 
AIRPLANES AND NOW THE GREYHOUND. THEY WERE 
SEARCHING EVERYONE. NOT ONLY DID I HAVE HAVE OVER 
A POUND OF WEED BUT I HAD SOME FIREWORKS AND A 

AS* 


TALL BOY OF STEELE RESERVE. THE MAN IN FRONT OF ME 
GOT BUSTED FOR HAVING A HUGE BOWL, BUT NO WEED. I 
HAD COME THIS FAR THOUGH AND I WASN’T READY TO 
GIVE UP, I WAS GETTING ON THAT FUCKING BUS, FOR 
GOD'S SAKE I THOUGHT IT WAS THE GREYHOUND. THIS 
SHIT IS SUPPOSED TO BE NORMAL AND NOW THE IDEA OF 


SEJSSS clearIV understood the code oe the 

GREYHOUND. 


SO ANYWAYS I MAKE IT BACK TO BLOOMINGTON AND 
SELL THE ENTIRE WEED AND I WAS TRYING TO THINK OF 
SOMETHING RIDICULOUS TO SPEND THE MONEY ON. I 
ENDED UP BUYING 2 TICKETS TO JAMAICA FOR KATE AND 
ME. AS SOON AS WE GET TO JAMAICA WE GOT A TAXI AND 
THE DRIVER WAS REAL FRIENDLY AND HE EVEN PULLED 
OVER TO THE SIDE OF THE ROAD AND TALKED TO THIS GUY 
IN A LAWN CHAIR AND UMBRELLA. WHEN HE GOT BACK IN 
THE CAR HE HANDED ME A HUGE STICK OF STICKY WEED 
AND TOLD ME TO PUT IT DOWN MY PANTS. NOW I HAD 
PRETTY TIGHT PANTS ON AND WHEN I DID IT LOOKED LIKE 
I HAD A HUGE HARD ON. MY WEED DICK IF YOU WILL. WE 
WERE THERE FOR A WEEK AND WE COULD NOT SMOKE IT 
ALL, SO AT THE END I WAS JUST EATING HUGE BUOS AND 


A O 


MY PLAN WAS TO GIVE THE REST TO THE TAXI DRIVER. 
ONCE*WE WERE IN THE AIRPORT THE W«D STARTED TO 
HAPPEN AND I REALIZED I STILL HAD " ON ' AN , 

DITCHED IT AND WAS STONED THE WHOLE WAY HOME. AN 
THAT'S MY WEED STORY IN A NUTSHELL. 






2?. “ “»o »* 

WATCH YOUR MOUTH BY DANIEL HANDLER (A.K.A. LEMONY 
SNICKET) 

I FINISHED IT THIS MORNINO, NEXT TO THE WINDOW, 
terminating with the thouoht. how remar 
SIMILAR TO J.O. TO^lSsH IT, I 

sess: 

==“-=r 

srsrsssr 1 

HAVE BEEN TRYING TO LIKE, REALLY, I HAVE 
WROTE ME BACK WITH, “MY FRIEND WORKS AT ST. 

FRANCIS IN INDY, AND A 9 YBAR ^ . 

PREGNANT YEST ERDAY. WITH 

KATHERINE ALSO ASKED ME ABOUTH THIS BOOK, AND THE 
F * R5T THOUOMT THAT CAME TO ME WAS - “SMUTTY." AND 
DON’T GET ME WRONG, I LOVE A SWEET, EROTIC READ ANY 
DAY OF THE WEEK - BUT THIS BOOK MORPHED INTO MORE 
THAN SOME TIGHT AFTERNOON FINGER-BANGING - IT 
TURNED INTO A WEAK INTERTUBE, ALL THE AIR SQUIRTING 
OUT IN ALL DIFFERENT DIRECTIONS - MAYBE A PENIS 

inNV TCDDIBI V ItIBAUA .. ... r 







ww ’ ,r * wirr ckent DIKECTI4 „ rfcrtl<p 

PUMP GONE TERRIBLY WRONG. HANDLER HAS SOME GOOD 
5 A # MOMENTS, BUT REALLY, HE SEEMS TO HAVE NOTHING TOO 
INTERESTING TO SAY. 


MIKEAL VAN CLEAVE DID THE COVER, HE HAS DONE LOTS 
OF CONTROVERTIAL DRAWINGS INCLUDING AN AWESOME 
DEFIANCE OHIO FLYER. I SPENT A WEEK IN BANGKOK 
WORKING WITH HIM AND HE BOUGHT THIS FLUTE AND I 
WANTED TO KILL HIM, BUT I REALLY LIKE HIM A LOT. 


BECCA FRESH DID ALL THE OTHER COMICS AND DRAWINGS 
IN THIS ISSUE, I HAVEN’T SEEN HER IN A GOD AWFUL LONG 
TIME AND ONE DAY SHE COMES OVER WITH THIS HUGE 
ENVELOPE FULL OF DRAWINGS, IT WAS AMAZING. SHE 
ALSO HELPED GREATLY ON ISSUE #24 IF ANY OF YOU 
REMEMBER. I THINK VERY HIGHLY OF THIS LADY. 


BRIT IS THE CENTERFOLD. HE IS MY BEST FRIEND. WE 
WORK AND LIVE AND HANG OUT TOGETHER, LIKE 16 
HOURS A DAY MOST OF THE TIME. WE RECENTLY WENT TO 
LONDON FOR A WEEK TO HANG OUT WITH OUR FRIEND 
RYAN. I DON’T THINK I COULD EVER GET SICK OF HIM. 


KATE BASTIN DID THE BOOK REVIEW, NOT INTENDING TO 
BE IN THIS ZINE BUT I LIKED IT ENOUGH ANYWAYS. 
KATHLEEN DID THE LITTLE COMIC OF ME, BRIT, AND H 
DOWN BELOW ALL THIS. 


CREDITS 




ws- mowe fast so i dc aft miss; m^ train she 
h as -this was about hear that, aafa hear late 
for ewerjthirig.- when: Bit around I make 
sure to pa® - extra attention to punEtuaHits- 
■we hawe lust enoigb time to take photo- 
booth pictures scad shar e: a eigair ethn i. 
newer thought ild find mg-salSf in this 
situation, to he in a romantic relationship 
in what is called the most romantic eity 
in the world* and now Bat leading, she stole 
ms mown i csonldntt beEiewe it. slipped a 
note in ms packet before i hoard the train, 
it toss classic train goodbye. ia<xQi 
expressi ng our emotions t.h-r nngh the window. 

she doesmtt ewen ngxnd to mnirth- the words 
becau s e i know what she is saving an^wa^s. 
she teEEs me to check ms pocket as the 
train puEls awas- tears are running down 
h<or- face arid at that moment i forgot about 
the note and i think about hoth our 
selfish desi-msy she wants me to sta^ 
and i need to learo*. 


FOR 

JANUARY 




e had brunk 


bikeamusprime^ho tmail.com 


p.o* box IO563 


f % i columbusy-ohi-o*- 
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rnways leu your menas you 
love them because you 




never know when goodbye 

is gonna be 
goodbye 







. ,(N A/WjnXpDAM 

OJ'P- Blf-E Tr>VR.. I THINK WE- 

6-or £ R-AT 7 ?rej be poet making, it 

oor OF the C/7Y 4/ AO/75 
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